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J 2-19 
All Right, 
Judge: 


225 Fifth Avenue 
New York City 


Judge 


If there is any humor anywhere, 


Judge will get it! 


\ quiet rumor comes to Judge 
, . ; % : : 
that there 1s a Dit Of Numor i1n, 


in \ustraliar newspaper. 


ludge does not lose 1 moment 
Balloons are sent up, steamships 
are chartered, submarines are sent 


one wav, motorc' cles are sent 


anothe ce ables are kept ata white 


I 
heat, \ustralia 1s reached il last, 
kangaroos are rented, and finally 
the famous Judge troupe of humor- 
hounds are set on the trail, nose 
to the ground, and it is not long 
until the bit of humor is cornered, 
ptured, and brought back 
alive and thrown bodily into 
Judge’s wonderful Digest 


ol the World’s Hu- 


mor pages. 


eS 


only. 


Judge’s humor spy system covers 
tne globe like a net. [1 is iImpos- 
sible for humor to evade Judge. 

Ot course Judge knows of a great 
deal of humor that it does not pub 
lish. every ioke is photographe d 
under powerful X-rays for flaws. 
It is amazing the amount of alleged 
humor Judge does not publish. 

(nd Judge’s Digest of the World’s 
Humor is only the side show. One 
dollar admits you not only to the 
side show, but to the Big Tent 
Judge proper—for 10 weeks, that 
is, if you are not already a ticket- 
ho der. 


Or, what’s better, 52 com- 


ple te performan ‘es, side show and 


JUDGE 


The Happy Medium 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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ene JUDGE 


$7.00 a Year 
‘THE HAPPY eMEDIUM ” 


Entered as second-class matter, October ” . r..1 ed Week! 
21. 188t, at the Post Office at New York New York, Fesruary 19, 1921 ' Fift 
y ider h t farch 1879 » 4 wit 





Drawn by Water De Manis 


“My pear Mitprep, | nore you DON’T MIND WILLIE’s FRETFULNESS. He’s JUST TEMPERAMENTAL, 
“Reatty! [| THOUGHT PERHAPS HE WAS TEETHING.” 


YoU 


N un ber 2051 
15 Cents a Copy 
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Dr , Omso~n Lower 


fue Nicut Has a Tuousanp “Hicus.”’ 
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Wy SHOULD WE CAVIL AT THE PORTIONS GIVEN WHEN WE 





CAN FEAST ON THE MORE SATISFYING EYES, HAIR AND LIPS? 


Hash and Pulchritude 


By Harry Irving Suumway 


HE waitresses at the Chicadee are comely, demure, 
starched, talkative and so charming that the 
abnormal prices charged for dainties go unnoticed, 
so attractive are the girls, They really go to 
make this place what it is and without them it 

would lose its color. Hash would be hash, while now it is New 
England ambrosia. No amount of ketchup would make it 
otherwise. Therefore it becomes noticeable that a restaurant 
is known by the girls it employs. Many people might say that 
food would be what made for the success of a restaurant, but 
that is a minor affair. It’s girls. 

No one ever lunches in this popular resort and leaves with 
any pronounced feeling that he has had more than enough food. 
The doughnuts are small, true, but are not Jennie’s eyes 
beautiful? The chicken pie contains an infinitesimal amount 
of chicken, but are not Maizie’s teeth away ahead of any 
pearls, with or without price? The fractional cut of pie has 
been carried into decimals, but has anyone ever seen a com- 
plexion like Maude’s?, Why should we cavil at the portions 
given when we can feast on the more satisfying eyes, hair, lips 
and alabaster necks? A man who places 


You go in there some day with a vacant space that needs an 
occupant. Food is what you need, in large, hungry man’s 
portions. You sit down and scan the cardboard bill of fare. 
Some one before you has left his thumb print impressed upon 
it forever, butter being the medium instead of ink. Maybe he 
was a criminal and has fled leaving this incriminating evidence 
behind him. The items are very filling, even in type. Roast 
young pig with stuffing is one and boiled fancy brisket with 
brussels sprouts is another. 

A cloud comes over the vicinity and you feel that the sun 
But it is a waitress who has shut out the light, 
enormous and a living advertisement for any restaurant. She 
unfurls a napkin with a gigantic flourish and pours a glass ol 
water for you. 

When you get the range, you tell her that roast young pig 
appeals to you. She does not turn, herself, but her mouth does; 
wonderful trick it is too, and she suddenly blasts forth ‘‘roast 
young pig” in a voice which rattles the dishes. Then she sets 
sail for the plates and knives and forks, leaving a wake of 
disturbed air, as she plows on. She is back in port shortly 

with the young pig and apple sauce 


has gone in. 





mundane food ahead of beauty deserves 
not to eat here and he doesn’t either. 
Now at Dernigan’s the eye has not been 
appealed to. It has been carefully thought 
out that nothing contributes to the excel- 
lence of a restaurant like food. This is not 
a restaurant anyway; it is a feeding-place. 
And going a step further, they have de- 
cided that if foodis a good thing, lots of food 
is better. The same plan has been worked 
out in regard to waitresses. If a waitress 
is a good thing, the biggest ones are the 
best. And truthfully, they are the biggest 
in captivity. Huge and happy they are, 
and so long as we have no antipathy for the 
letter “H,”’ they are also hale and hearty. 








SHE 1s Too PaNoRaMic 


There are also a few sections of corn bread 
that are proportionate in size to the wait 
ing Amazon. 

You can not eat all that is put before 
you here, any more than you can focus the 
whole of the waitress at one glance of the 
eye. She is too panoramic. And while you 
may possess a roving eye, it will be hope- 
lessly inadequate to engulf her. They 
even have toothpicks in this place that are 
twice as big as the usual ones. It is, all 
in all, a bad place for a small man to 
patronize, He will feel like a brother to 
an atom. 

All restaurants have their peculiar type 
of waitress. They are as distinctive as the 
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quality of the food or the pattern on 
the dishes. 

It is great fun sometimes to medi 
tate on what would happen if certain 
{ things were transposed. One might 
) meditate at length and with some 





amusement, mingled perhaps with a 





tinge of horror, on what would hap 
pen if the fat waitresses were trans 
planted in the epicurean flower garden 
mentioned before, and the dainty 
talkatresses plunged into the saw- 
dust lanes where only the feet of 
cave women had trod before. Me- 
i thinks there would be heartaches, 
many weary feet, misunderstandings, 
and indigestion 


Why Not Prohibit? 


By Joun H. McNeevy 








Concerning Limbs 
By Berton BrRaLey 


‘VE been to so many musical 

comedies, costume dances and 

summer resorts in the past year 
that, like the Fifth Avenue Bus con 
ductor, “‘legs are no treat to me.” 

Time was we whispered that word 
“leg” guiltily, or dodged it with eu- 
phemisms like “‘limbs”’ or ‘lower 
extremities.”” But now we speak it 
right out in meeting and write it 
boldly in letters even to our maiden 
aunts in Boston. 

Which is perfectly all right and 
saves many fatuous blushes. Never- 
theless, I personally am a little weary 
of legs. There is moderation in legs 
as in all things, and it seems to me 
we've been overdoing them. 


WNERS of automobiles from in For silk hosiery ads legs are ob- 
sisting that their cars look me . en Ne Ee viously necessary, and one can wish 
new after they've had them repainted? those that fill the real hose were 

Heiresses from eloping with their “You MusT FIND WOUR SEAFHESS QUITS universally as slim, smart and shapely 
family chauffeurs? tins naan EE ee as those possessed by the ladies 

{ Women from complaining because “On tum conreany, 1 PIxD IT A CREAT pictured on the car-cards and in the 
their names are not published in the HELP. WHENEVER A MAN TURNS ME DOWN, | magazines. 
society columns? PRETEND NOT TO HEAR HIM.” Then a modicum of legs is not 

Persons from sneezing in such a obtrusive in shoe advertisements, or 
manner that it sounds like the detonation of a high-explosive _ those proclaiming the merits of garters. Obviously, legs are 
shell? necessary to attach such commodities to. 

Workmen from standing ladders against the side of a build Right here I wish to explicate my attitude. I have no 
ing under which pedestrians must walk, thereby dooming moral or puritanic sensibilities about legs. I am writing 
themselves to ill fortune? purely from the standpoint of logic and temperance in all 

Writers of fiction from using the word ‘‘ meticulous’ more matters. 

' than once in a short story? And in that sense I don’t see precisely why there need be so 


Perhaps. 
By Howarp B. Cusuman 
I’ve read that brave Leonidas was clever with the dice 
(Though hist’ry, I admit, I’ve learned but sloppily); 
But still methinks some Persian jinks put Leo’s game on ice, 
When he lost that famous “ pass’’ at old Thermopyle 
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many legs in automobile ads, oil stove ads, and in publicity for 
carpets, vacuum cleaners, lip rouge, Morris chairs, and horse 
blankets. I am referring to feminine legs, not to stove legs, 
chair legs, or horse legs. 

Frankly, in many ads I don’t see where the leg has a foot to 
stand on. There may be some justification for portraying 
them in connection with a fox-trot record for the Simola phono- 


























Drawn by Paci Rewer 


How It Reatity Haprenep 


Geors Washington’ Father— 


. ™ N N : 
» Wao CUT THIS TREE DOWN? I CAN NOT TELL A LIE, SIR 


But I Bevieve— Ir BLEW DowN.” 


ee nna tote I 
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Drawn by Joan Conacher 


“WHAT A NICE LITTLE DONKEY!” 


“YES, INDEED, IT IS A DEAR LITTLE DONKEY—AND On! Mr. JONES, THAT REMINDS ME—I DON’T BELIEVE YOU HAVE 


graph, but what relation have they to tooth powder or window 
shades? 

The legs are too much with us, late and soon. I come home 
from a walk on a windy evening feeling as though I had over 
eaten of centipede stew. Legs have wriggled at me from 
street-car cards, twinkled across my vision from innumerable 
sign-boards, flickered and coruscated along my optic nerve 
from electric signs,and jumped out at me from the photo- 
graphs in front of the theaters. And real legs have encoun 
tered my gaze at blowy corners and on street car and taxicab 
steps at every stop. 

When I reach my domicile I pick up a magazine to forget 
the phantasmagoria of legs—and find from a pair to eight on 
the cover, and inside a procession of them that trips gaily from 
story to story from ad to ad and exits by the back cover in a 
proclamation of the virtues of Milady’s Soap. 

I am uneasy because there is no unkneesy spot whither I can 
flee. We have reached the limit of extremities, and the motto 
of most of our artists is knee plus ultra. They appear to 
believe that the only cap girls set for men today is the 
knee cap. 

But enough of bad puns. I merely wish to record my faint 
protest against this over-emphasis on the underpinning. Let 
us be careful lest our legacy to history be the impression that 
we were idolaters, universally worshiping the silken calf 


A) we 


y WS, 








MET MY HUSBAND.” 


Pessimism 
By Mirtam Teicuner 


CAN’T find a suit, and I can’t afford shoes, 
And I’m weary of things, piled on things. 
And I wish that we humans like cherubs were made 
Just heads and a couple of wings. 


And still—when one just grew accustomed, I’m sure 
To wings and their grooming and use, 

Mere keeping them clean would take all of one’s time, 
And haloes would cost like the deuce! 


Have You Noticed It? 

By S. Gorpon Gurwit 
It isa mystery tome. I've pondered the subject deeply, but 
I cannot find a solution—unless it is that the manufacturers 
hire people to do it to stimulate interest in their products. But 
that seems impossible on the face of it! Yet—how is one to 
account for the fact that people who get into a triangle aff ire 

d’ amour insist on being shot in pajamas? 


She Did 
Mr. Saphead—Do you ever think of me? 
Miss Kutting—Yes, but I'd hate to tell you what. 
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Drawn by Jounny Gave ie 


WasuincGton’s Birtupay Parape at Yapp’s CrossinG 





Faint Fat Shopper 
stomach? 


Floor W alker—At the corset-counter—trear third. 
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Up-to-Date St. Valentine’s Day 


By 


HANCOCK 


““Good morrow, ‘tis St. Valentine's Day, all in the morning betimes’’—The Other Bard. 


ii 


O#: ope thy casement, lady mine! 
lhe mist is on the hill, 

"Twere best, perhaps, to don thy wraps 
Forfend thou get a chill!) 

The feast of good St. Valentine 
Is well upon its way, 

And rivalry has bid me try 
lo be thy love today. + 


For love may ebb, and love may flow 


But oft there comes a time, you know, 


When chaps to cut one out prepare, 
And then ‘tis well to be ‘‘all there!”’ 


Do ope thy casement, lady mine, 
With cold my nose is blue; 

My teeth are sets of castanets, 
And all for love of vou; 

Say, shall I bring thee eglantine, 
Or posies fair to see, 


ane ena get nyt 


Directed 


Where can I get something to stay my 
£ £ d : 


Or jewels rare to deck thy hair 
Or half a pound of tea? 


For love may flow, and love may ebb, 
But comes the 14th day of Feb, 

And lovers, who would not be mean, 
Must bring their tokens on the scene. 


Deuce take thy casement, lady mine, 
(L will not be gainsayd), 

The builder wight has fixed it tight, 
Just like his jerry trade! 

L’m catching cold, my Valentine, 
Within my precious head 

And so this bard will leave his card, 
And toddle home to bed 


For love may flow, and love may ebb, 


But hang the 14th day of Feb, 
And catch me getting up again 
In all this mist and soaking rain! 


1 Waal es 


Last Resort 


‘Prohibition is keeping men at home more.” 
“Yes, it’s the only place where you can drink 


safety.” 
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D ’ y Cuestrer I. Ganpe 


THe WAY YOU FEEL NOWADAYS 


YOUR CLOTHES 


Ten Reasons Why 
John Smith Married 


By F. Grece 


E had plenty of money. 
He liked the society of 

women. 

He was handsome. 

His friends all thought he 
ought to marry. 

He was susceptible. 

He had many matchmaking 
mammas after him. 

He had read Shaw’s “Getting 
Married.” 

He was lazv. 

He had observed the married 
life of his friends. 

It seemed the best thing to do 


Ten Reasons Why 


WHEN YOU ENTER A SMART HOTI 


James Brown Did Not 


yy HarRTswick 


He had plenty of money. 
He liked the society of women. 


He was h indsome. 

His friends all thought he 
ought to marry. 

He was susceptible 

He had many matchmaking 
mammias after him. 

He had read Shaw’s “ Getting 
Married.” 

He was lazy 

He had observed the married 
life of his friends 

It seemed the best thing to do 


His Valentine 
By Ivy Ke_itermMan REED 
(Not just as he wrote on his card) 

HESE violets, dear, 

(Two dollars a bunch) 
Bring my greeting sincere 
rhese violets, dear 
\re the reason, I fear 

Why today L’ll skip lunch 
These violets dear? 

[wo dollars a bunch! 


Sate Danger 
By KATHERINE Nt 


HE chauffeur filled his tank with 

gasoline climbed into the seat 
lighted his cigarette-——and was per 
fec tly safe 

The knife-throwers’ assistant stood 
perfectly still while he outlined het 
form with sharp knives—and_ sh« 
was safe. 

The sharpshooter shattered the 
small bulbs on the pasteboard crown 
of his helper—but she was safe. 

The circ us-rider put one foot on one horse and one on an 
other, and from time to time turned a somersault—but she 
was safe. 

The deep-sea diver donned his diving-suit and helmet and 
went fathoms below the surface of the water—but came up 
safe. 

The aviator sailed far above the clouds, looped the loop 
several times and finally came down to earth—safe. 

Ferdinand met Dorothy. She wore a white dress with a 
blue sash. She had a cunning little dimple in her left cheek, her 
eves were downcast and she blushed often. She seemed safe 

She proved to be very deadly. She shattered his dreams 
of bachelor freedom and wrecked his state of single blessedness 
She coralled him in the garden of love and locked him in with 
the key of Lohengrin 


Natural Conclusion 
It is said that skirts are to be shorter vet 
being nothing, but—well—ahem! 


rhe, will « nd in 





VW Spinster—AtT LAST, AFTER 1 


Wet 
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NTY YEARS’ WAITING—A VALENTINE! 














Propinquity 
By J. A. WaALpRON 


LAWRENCE FELLOWws 


Illustration b 


ARMADUKE JOY looked at his watch. “ Jef- 
fards is late,’ he remarked to Raimond, his 
valet, who had just assisted him into a topcoat 

that proclaimed the ultimate in such garments. 

Jeffards was Joy’s chauffeur. 

“Yes, sir. It never has happened before,” the valet replied. 
‘*Pardon me! I'll look out.’’ And he went to a broad window, 
from which the Plaza and a sweep of Central Park was visible. 
‘Why, sir,”’ he added, ‘‘there’s not a motor in sight, sir—not 
even a cab!”’ 

‘Telephone the garage.’’ Joy impatiently walked from door 
to window and back again, and repeated while the valet 
‘phoned. 

‘Je ffards is there, sir, Savs he was about to call up. The 
sport car, he says, isn’t yet back from the shop, and the lim 
ousine has some serious trouble he can’t locate, sir. And he 
Savs there’s a general strike of cabmen, or he would have 
reported with a cab, sir.” 

* The devil! But I must get downtown!”’ Joy had stopped 
at the window ‘Everybody seems to be going into the 
Subway, and l’m ready to try anything once! Have my 
things out early, Raimond. I go to the opera tonight. And 
tell Jeffar ls he must positive ly have one of the cars or a cab 
downtown for me at three.” 

“Yes, sir. And the dinner?”’ 


11 


‘“‘T dine out.” 

And Marmaduke Joy disappeared, humming an air that was 
by no means popular. He had a classic taste in musi 

Exclusive in habit and contact, Joy crowded into the Sub 
way with a mingling of misgiving and disgust. But his view of 
a locality usually thronged with vehicles for hire had been 
conclusive. There wasn’t a cab in sight as Raimond had 
told him. 

\t first Joy was disposed to resent tangent elbows and care 
less feet, but it was all novel, and he struck out for himself. The 
car into which he was forced by a burly person in uniform was 
packed. Joy managed to seize one of the rings that serve in 
place of straps and tried to steady himself. There were con 
stant and exasperating collisions, and the odors were as new 
as they were averse to him. 

Joy was suddenly solaced. A girl had been forced almost in 
front of him by the mass. She was too short to reach one ot 
the supports, or he would have relinquished his own. Her 
dress was of the sort worn by girls who have to earn a living 
imitative of the attire of women who do not have to work 
But it became her. On her head was a rakish confection that 
emphasized a profusion of blonde hair. Joy could see that the 
girl was very attractive. Her lips were red without aid, and 
her eyes—a charming feature—moved him to a thrill as sh 
looked up in apology with a smile that completed the picture. 
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By Tuerr Unpress Ye SHALL Know THEM 
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Joy returned her smile, and followed it with a frown at a tough 
looking young man who selfishly sat immediately in front of 
him. 

As the train sped the girl caught hold of Joy’s coat, and he 
steadied her with his idle arm. Their contact was close. It 
could hardly have been closer if they had been engaged in an 
intimate dance. It humanized him strangely. ‘‘By George,” 
he thought, ‘‘this beats the isolation of a limousine—and 
many other things!” 

And Joy enjoyed that Subway ride to his destination, Wall 
Street. The girl had insinuated herself 
out at Fulton Street, smiling upon him 
as she relinquished her hold on his coat 
The sweet intimacy was over. Joy 


The Leg of Nat 








It happened to be from Police Headquarters. Identifying 
Joy, the voice asked if he had lost anything that morning be- 
sides a large wallet containing various papers and a consider- 
able sum of money, and bearing his name. 

Up to this moment Joy had not known he had been robbed. 
His hand went to his scarf. A pin of value as an antique and 
cherished as a family token was also missing. Joy woke up 
and began to ask questions 

Yes,” said the Headquarters voice, ‘‘ your pocket has been 
picked, as you call it. And we have the thief here. Please | 


a 


we 


come right over.” 

\ vision of the miniature Venus who had been coquetting 
with his imagination all morning became more distinct. Surely 
this dear little thing, who looked so innocent, who had smiled 
so engagingly at him with gratitude in her eves, could not be 
the thief! Yet if it should be she! Strange things happen in 
New York, and impe rative pe rsonal necessities arise. some 
are driven to crime 

Yet Joy would not believe it! If they had her in « ustody he 
would go bail for her. More than that, he would employ the 
best lawyer in town to defend her. He might even go beyond | 
that! 

Joy was trembling with nervousness as he entered Head 
quarters. He happened to know the Inspector who had the 





matter in charge. They shook hands 

‘*[ should like to talk with vou a bit,” said Joy, very nervous, 
‘before we—before I . 

“Oh, that can wait! I want you to see the prisoner, for 
possible identification.” 

Chere is something quite peremptory about Police In- 
spectors. They have a way that is definite, and Joy was not 
used to their arbitrary habit. With his heart in his mouth he 
followed the quick step of the Inspector to the room where 
the pickpocket was in custody. 

And there he saw the tough-looking fellow who had sat in 
front of him in the Subway. 

Joy rose the next morning at his usual 
ions. No. 1 time. ‘Telephone Jeffards,”’ he said to 
Raimond, his valet, “‘that I shall not use 

either car this morning.” 


wished he had asked her name and : : “Yes, sir.” the valet, somewhat 
address» No doubt she was a stenog ' ~ astonished, replied. ‘* You are not going 
rapher, or something, but what did that er - . to business?” 
matter? Eve knew nothing about finish- a _% “Oh, ves! But I’m going in the 
ing schools. This pretty creature ought Subwav.’ 
not to work at all. It wouldn't take all : , 
the pains in the world to make hera lady P A Halo Undeserved 
Novel experiences beget strange lines of J . , 
thought While satisfied with his / fi a By Corinne Rockwett Swain 
journey, Joy seemed dissatisfied about ae es al KIRTLE scant, a silken knee, 
something else ( f | wetal?s oF = aS . Soft cheeks of rose, 

This young bachelor went to business (|| fa +) APY Two lips more red than lips should be, 
by virtue of inherited habit. He lived a | / : A saucy nose; 
life of some gayety, but on the whole was j { \ : A puff to veil each modest ear, 
sagacious for his day and generation. He \ F Some subtle curls, 
had an elaborate office in which realty in- wy An inch of bodice in the rear, j 
vestments original with his great-grand : A string of pearls. 
father were conserved. Others did the a’ 


work. Joy simply looked on. And some : 
times he wondered about what certain Fe 


economists call “unearned increment a a ore 
He was speculating, soon after noon, 
as to which of his downtown clubs he 


should favor with his presence for AN 
Has JOINED THE INTER 


luncheon, when there was a call on the J, yay wor BE AMISS 


*phone for him personally THAT SHE SHOULD LEADT 
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CzECHO-SLAVIA 


D NOW THAT THIS NEW CZECHO LASS 


I rather disapprove her style, 

I must confess, 
And marvel that her careless smile 

Can wound or bless; 
But when I meet her laughing eyes 

That challenge mine, 
NATIONAL CLASS, ’ ° . . ; 
PERCHANCE. I’m much inclined to canonize i 
HE SCHOOL A DANCE. My Valentine! 








[HE DAME IN CHARGE IS COLD AND BLI 


ee —— 


AK, HER EYE ARE DARK WITH GLOO) 


The Public Library 


By Watt Nason 


O this resort of many books all kinds of people trot; 
they sit around in quiet nooks and read much 
tommyrot 

A solemn hush pervades the air, all conversa 
tion’s banned, suggesting that a corpse is there, a 
funeral on hand. When I go there I oft forget, and whistle 

’ and then a hireling in a sweat comes up and 

turns me down. He grasps me by the pantaloons and shoves 

me to the street; ‘‘This is no place for ribald tunes,” he says, 


“London Town,’ 


“so help me, Pete.’ 

The dame in charge is somewhat old and like a ghost she 
walks; her face is sad, her eyes are cold, she wears back-number 
frocks. Her garments make no silken swish, they silent are as 
death; she seems afraid that some poor fish will speak above 
his breath. And when, anon, I have to cough, her glare 
would knock me flat; it seems to say, ‘‘Come off! Come off! 
This is no plac e for that!”’ 

I often wonder how the gents who sit around in chairs can 
read a book, worth fourteen cents, beneath her frozen stares. 
Oh, I’m afraid to scratch my head in this dim, ghastly room; 
it seems to me that some one’s dead, and ready for the tomb. 

Outside the building’s gay and bright, there’s nothing there 
that chills; a bust of Andy is in sight—the man who paid the 
bills. He gave the outfit to the town, and doubtless thought, 
gadzooks, that weary people there might drown their grief in 
helpful books. 


R 
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The dame in « harge is cold and bleak, her « yes arte dark wv ith 
gloom, and there is pallor on her cheek, where roses ought to 
bloom. One day I met her out of doors, and said, ‘*Oh, 
Mrs. Gong, do you find human people bores? Are all things 


going wrong? You wear a most forbidding frown that’s 


jarred me many times, when in the library I sat down, to read 
a work on Crimes.”’ 

Said Mrs. Gong, ‘‘When you have held for years a job like 
mine, your cheerful smiles will be dispelled, and you'll be 
shedding brine. 

‘‘We have in stock the grandest tomes that ever mortals 
writ, the product of the noblest domes that ever made a hit. 
Oh, we have there the scroll and screed, from bards of many 
lands; and we have books no man can read and say he under- 
stands. And there they stand throughout the year, unread, 
these splendid tomes; and people at my desk appear and call 
for Sherlock Holmes. 

“We have the works of Thomas Browne and Bacon’s 
hottest stuff; is there a seer of high renown? We have his 
choicest guff. The dramas of the ancient Greeks, untouched 
day after day; and to my desk come modern freaks and call 
for Bertha Clay. I try to boost good books in vain, in Andy’s 
ornate shack; and it gives me a convex pain that runs clear 
down my back.” 

Alas for helpful ancient lore, for books of force and power! 
I do not wonder any more that Mrs. Gong looks sour. 
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ue GREATEST STUDY 
February Fourteenth 
By Cuarces Hanson Townt 
I 
“@YUPLD, aren’t you cold 
Out on the windy wold 
Out in the wintry blast 
With the snow falling fast?” 
“No,” said Dan Cupid. ‘Ah, no! 
For though the winds scurry and blow, 
The letters of love that I hold in my hand 
Would keep me warm . . . Don’t vou understand ?”’ 
II 
¥ “Cupid, isn’t it dark 
Through forest and fen and park? 
} Isn’t it difficult going 


When it’s blowing and snowing?” 


“No,” said Dan Cupid. ‘J dove it, 
And many my journey might covet. 
For Love is my guide through the perilous land, 
And Love never fails . . . Don’t you understand?” 
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Woman Kino Is Womay 


Sayings of Famous Tax-Payers 
By kpomunb J]. KIEFER 


BERTRAND BREADWINNER: I regret that I have but one red 
cent to withhold from my country! 

Hvuco Harp.tire: I’m going to find a way to pay the rest of 
my taxes, if it takes all summer! 

Davip DESPERATION: Give me a chance to get back at some 
of those Washington wasters or give me death! 

Lucius LuxurYLOVER: You can pay some of the taxes all 
the time, and you can pay all the taxes some of the time; 
but hang me for a piker if you can pay all the taxes all the 
time! 

THADDEUS THRIFT: We must all protest against this taxation 
outrage together, or we shall all go broke separately 

STEPHEN SMALLSALARY: We have met the income tax and 
our income is no longer ours! 

Louis LAYMAN: Millions for defense but not another cent 
for airplanes! 

GABRIEL GOODNATURE: The Government must love the 
common people-—it is squeezing so many of them! 


A Threefold Blessing 
‘*Huntingdon is trying to make the most of his little stock.” 
‘*How so?” 
‘Whenever he takes a drink, he stands in front of his shaving 
mirror, in order to look as though he had three drinks.” 
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lost her salary 

In spite of the notoriety which the daily press 
delights in bestowing on any one who does any 
thing conspicuously silly, ill-mannered or in bad 
taste, there are doubtless many readers of JuDGE who haven't 

the faintest idea on earth who Miss Lucy Page Gaston is. 
For their information, and even at the cost of giving her 
ore of the advertising for which persons of her kind hunger, it 
ay be stated that she is the individual who wrote an imper- 


tinent letter to President-elect Harding, based on the SuSspl¢ ion 
that he had, might have, or perhaps could have, at some time in 
his life, smoked a cigarette. The fact that he received the let- 
ter was given by the daily press a wider publicity than it 


deserved and, in the eves of some persons who get their educa 
from headlines, its writer immediately became an impor 


tant public character 


AS to the lost salary It seems that the lady was the organ 
. izer of the Kansas Anti-Cigarette League. The advertis 
ing she had secured for herself and the cause doubtless endeared 
her to that organization as well as to the national body which 
promotes the same cause and has its headquarters in Chicago. 

Perhaps the lady over estimated the amount of that endear- 
ment and presumed on it too far. When she announced that 

organ to be called by the highly humorous and original title 
of Coffin Nails, and which was intended to swat the hated 
cigarette off the face of the earth, was to be published from 
Topeka, Kansas, her fellow-leaguers became indignant, chopped 
off her salary and refused to be responsible for bills she might 
incur in battling with the insidious enemy of the human race. 
It is stated that the more important national cigarette-haters 
at the Chicago headquarters also disapproved of Coffin Nails. 


“THE sadness of this case is heartrending. There are few 

spectacles on earth more pitiful than that of a reformer 
without a salary and an expense account. If there is no salary 
and no expense account, why be a reformer? To many persons 
the words reform and salary are almost synonymous. One 
begets the other. They follow each other as the night the day. 
lo them a reform would carry no meaning unless it also carried 
a salary, and where would the salary be without the reform to 
produce the needed funds? To havea salary from a reform, to 
be chopped off from that salary and then see the reform march- 
ing gloriously on, paying other salaries, is a cruelty which no one 
can appreciate except the one who has suffered the awful 
experience. 





HIS is indeed sad. Miss Lucy Page Gaston has B' lr let us revert to Miss Lucy Page Gaston Icrself. Is she 
do 


wnhearted? No! A thousand times, no! There is 
lowa. Kansas may no longer be so fertile for reforms as it has 
been, but in Lowa there is one born every minute. Upon learn- 
ing that she had been amputated from her salary in Kansas, 
Miss Gaston announced that she would proceed imnmediatels 
to Lowa and start an Anti-Cigarette League there. 

Jupce has a very tender feeling in his heart for Miss Gaston 
in her hour of defeat, but fears that there is another disappoint 
ment in store for her. It is impossible that the great and intelli- 
gent State of lowa is without an Anti-Cigarette League already 
established, and paying salaries. Knowing something of 
lowese history in similar matters, Ji DGE feels positive that the 
great State has not overlooked this opportunity tu save its 
minority inhabitants from the consequences of wicked enjoy- 
ment. lowa has always been very quick on the trigger in the 
make-your-neighbor-good-by-law business, and it is not to be 
believed that she has missed this chance to spread dis- 
comiort 

But Miss Gaston has the assurance of JupGE’s distinguished 
sympathy. Perhaps she has learned a lesson. If she had 
destroyed that letter to the new President before she wrote it, 
she would not now be in her salaryless condition. 


POOR little, old New York She doesn’t even get out of 
one peck of trouble before she finds herself in another 
bushel. Right on top of the mammoth system of extortion in 
the building trades comes evidence of an extensive undermining 
of the police department by a new method of graft. 
This time it isn’t the old unholy alliance that has existed be- 


tween thieves and their takers since the days of custodes ipsos 
and before. The new graft is based on the lawless methods of 


the labor unions. In strikes manufacturers and merchants are 
fully entitled to police protection against crimes of violence 
directed at persons and property. Of late policemen have 
simply declined to perform that duty against strikers until the 
victims had made the proper, or most improper, financial ar- 
rangements with men well up in police circles. 

In the old days when the deals were with criminals, gam- 
blers and others who could not afford to give information, the 
grafting was comparatively safe. When business men are com- 
pelled to pay blackmail under duress it is only a question of op- 
portunity when they will turn on their oppressors. On that 
account Judge Whitman, the special prosecutor in the present 
crusade, is finding much evidence against high police officials. 

New York is politically the dirtiest metropolis in the world. 
But some day she may clean up. San Francisco did once. 
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Digest of the World’s Humor 
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Very True—Mrs. Mack—What is 
your child crying about? 

Mrs. Sennett—She doesn’t want to take 
her bath. 

‘*The idea! How does she ever ¢ xpect 
to become a bathing beauty if she doesn't 


start something? Vonkers Statesman 


Doing His Best—*Do you keep all 
the popular magazines?” 

“No, sir. Nobody could keep ’em all. 
I keep, however, about three thousand 
kinds.”’—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


It’s Different—If a man could make 
love to the girl he loves with the ease and 
fluency with which he makes love to the 
girl he doesn’t love, all wooings would 
be successful Nashville Tennesseean 


Couldn't Laugh and Grow Fat 
‘I understand Mrs. Pruner lost several 
boarders the other day.” 

we Se 

‘What was the trouble?” 

“Well, they said the table repartee was 
good, as a whole, and the star boarder 
was a humorous cuss, but they preferred 
more food and less vaudeville.’’—Bir- 
mingham Age- Herald. 


Suggestions for Burbank— The shad 
lays 300,000 eggs a year. Why not cross 
the shad with a chicken and get better 
results when eggs are hovering around 
the dollar mark?—Los Angeles Times. 


Of Course 
that millionaire has a telephone in his 


‘I’m surprised to hear 


bath-room.”’ 

“Well, doesn’t the phone always ring 
when you’re in the tub?”’—Loutsville 
Courier-Journal. 


Why Not? 




















“T FEEL ILI | WONDER IF IT IS SEA- 
SICKNESS? | HAVE HAD A FOOTBATH AND 
EATEN A_ HERRING.” —Fliegend Blaetter 
(Munich 


Housing Problems in the Ozarks 
Jess Daniels contemplates moving to 
Newton County this week. 

Ed Patterson will move to the place 
Jess Daniels vacates. 

Jess Horton will move to the place 
Ed Patterson vacates. 

Albert Hollan will move to the place 
Jess Horton vacates.—Clarksville Herald- 
Democrat. 


The Tired Business Man—“ Just 
who are the tired business men for whose 
benefit this entertainment was de- 
signed?” 

“You'll find them out on the side- 
walk,”’ answered the manager. ‘“ They’re 
the ticket speculators.’”’—Washington 
Star. 

17 








Spellbound—* Why don’t you go on 
writing my speech?” said the orator. 

‘I am spellbound,” replied his typist. 

“Has my eloquence such an effect?” 

“Yes, sir. I never worked for a man 
who used so many words I can’t spell.” — 
Boston Transcript 


Just Exercising—** What is Mr. Dor- 
fling’s favorite form of exercise?” 

“Running for office,’ said Mr. Dub- 
waite. 

“But he never gets elected.” 

“No, and you frequently see young 
men sprinting up and down the streets 
in gymnasium suits who are not going 
anywhere in particular.”—Birmingham 


Age Herald. 


Between Girls—‘‘ Gladys, you must 
have voted for some man.” 

“ Therese, I did not.” 

“Then how did all these men get 
elected? ’’—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


A Proud Memory—“‘ After a man has 
been in Congress many years it must be 
rather hard on him when he is defeated 
and retired to private life.”’ 

‘Perhaps so, but as long as he lives 
he’ll talk and act like a statesman, and 
at every public gathering he will remind 
his fellow citizens that there was a time 
when he sat in the seats of the mighty.” — 
Birmingham Age- Herald. 


Self-Consciousness—* What is your 
idea of a true statesman?” asked the 
scribe. 

“Young man,” rejoined Senator Sor- 
ghum, “I am willing to give you an in- 
terview, but I haven’t time for a full 
biography.” —Washington Star. 
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Tired Business Man—”* You seem to 
object to the amusement tax.”’ 
rrue.” 
Why?” 
‘I wasn’t amused.’’—Louisville Couri- 
er-J ournal 
The Dining-Room Strategist—* I 


suppost the head-waiter makes such 


an ostentatious parade of politeness 
oward you in order to show his appre 

tion o yur liberal tip 

“I don’t think that’s precisely it,” 
eplied Mr. Cassius Chex. ‘He wants 
to make the contrast as striking as possi 
ble when he gives the Icy glare to some 
body who neglects to come across.” 


Washington Star. 


On a War-Time Footing \ 

















“Over THE TOP AND THE BEST OF LUCK.” —Everyweek (London). 
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An Outline of History 











Not She—Flathush—Does 
ever quarrel with you when she spills 
the salt? 

Bensonhurst—Oh 
that! 


your wile 


she never waits for 
Yonkers Statesman 


Pursued by the Girl's Father—*'| 
marry a lot of eloping 
couples, squire. Quite a source of income, 
eh?” 

“Ves; I git five dollars for marryin’ 
each couple an’ they come in such darned 
haste I allus fine ’em ten dollars more for 
Boston Transcript 


suppose you 


speedin’ 


In War Terms—‘Well, how 


your reception when you got home last 


was 


night?” 

“The wife laid down a word barrage,” 
said the ex-service man, “‘and I retired to 
a previously prepared position.” 

“How was that?” 


gt slept on a settee in the hall.” 
Birmingham Age- Herald 
The Bridegroom’s Request—* Do 


Englishmen understand American slang?” 

“Some of them do. Why?” 

“My daughter is to be married in 
London, and the earl has cabled me to 
come across.’’—Boston Transcript 

Ah, True—‘If a man has a beautiful 
stenographer, do you suppose that will 
cause him to take more interest in his 
asked Mr. Piglatch. 

*T don’t know whether he will take 
more interest in his business,’ said Mr. 
Peckton, thoughtfully, “but his 
will.”’—Birmingham Age- Herald. 


business?” 


wile 




















More Trouble for the Maid— J/; 


Flatbush—I1 understand that a small 
shlight has been invented for attach- 
nent to a broom to light up dark corners 
hile sweeping 
WV Fla (S/ That seems so silly. 
Where do you suppose the maid is going 
put u ! } Statesman 
The Only Way—Junior Partnei 
W that new ot e bov isa good deal 
ngier but let’s h 8 ence } 
bring he ( the on vet 
») r Pa He wont 1 icss We 
hi for han B Trai p 
i Aristocracy of the Cuisine What 


is vour cook’s first name 


‘I don’t know,” replied Mrs. Cross- 


lots “Anyway, it doesn’t make any 
ditierence We wouldn’t think of being 
so familiar as to call her by her first 
name.” Washington Star 


Can’t Be Done—WMisiress—How do 
you manage to make such a noise in the 





kitchen? 
Cook—Well, you just try to break four 
; plates without making a noise.—Boston 
Transcript 
The Perfect Way 
} y= 
~— Af, Prison Chaplain—Tuis 1s THE THIRD TIMI 
' = ~ mS : WHEN YOUR FRIENDS VISIT YOU? 
} v Prisoner—OF course I’M ASHAMED Put 
STALE AND THE FOOD IS AWFUI OF COURSI 
Kasper (Stockholn 








Who, Indeed?—I see by the papers 
(Ww ig-wags Wallie) that old Doc—is dead. 
Well, he was a good doctor, and I'll 
always remember him with affection. 
I’ll never forget last winter when I had 
the flu; how hard he worked to keep me 
alive—and sick. And the winter before 
2 that, when I didn’t have the flu, but was 
afraid I was going to, I called Doc up 
one day when I was feeling under the 














Beggar—Have pity on me, sir. It 1s weather and nervous. 


| Tae als Slee * eee NEPEH & MEReee. “Doc,” I said, “what's good for the 
-rosperous Citizen—Great! I cONGRATU- . . ” 
f : ns flu besides whisky ? 
LATE YOU IF EVERYBODY HAD YOUR WILI fips # : i - 
POWER, THE COST OF LIVING WOULD COMI Gosh,” answers Doc, “ who cares 
TUMBLING DOWN IN A WEEK.—Le Rire (Paris) Cleveland Plain Dealer. 
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Wounding His Pride 





YOU HAVE BEEN HERE AREN’T YOU ASHAMED 

CELL IS AS DAMP AS A CELLAR, THE WATER IS 

I’M ASHAMED But waat can / po ABouT IT? 
Getting Even—‘The doctor made 


me show him my tongue, and it cost me 
three dollars; but I got even.” 
* How?” 


“In a poker game last night I made 


him show me his hand, and it cost him 
five dollars.’’-—Boston Transcript 


A Dangerous Doctor—lIn a certain 
New England village there lives a doctor 
noted for his reckless automobile driving 
One day when he was summoned to the 
telephone a woman’s voice inquired 
whether the doctor intended to drive 
that afternoon. 

‘T hardly think so,”’ replied the physi- 
cian. “But why do you ask?” 

“Well,”’ resumed the voice, “I want 
to send my little daughter downtown on 
an errand if you are not.’’— Harper's 
Magazine. 
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More Paws 


than Poetry 























A Guilty Conscience—*Why the 
furtive look?” 

“I’m carrying home“a package ol wet 
goods bought from a reliable bootlegg« r.” 
said Mr. Jagsby 

“Then what are vou afraid ot? 

“Oh, nothing, nothing But, col 
found the luck, evervbody who walks 
behind me seems to be wearing rubber 


heels Birmingham Age- Herald 


That Dear Old Boiler—J}casi—l 
understand vou send all vour family 
wash to the laundry now 

Crimsonbeak—Y es. we do 

‘Then vou can throw vour old wash 
boiler away 

“And go and buy something to make 
beer in? Not much!’’—FYonkers States 


man 


Looking for a Wet Sign—* Why are 


you standing here so long?” asked the 


police officer 

‘I’m thinking of going into this res 
taurant to get a meal,” replied the 
stranger 

“Well, why don’t you go in, then?” 

“I’ve been waiting to see if any men 
with red noses go in there first.”,—Wash 
ington Star. 


E, TIPPING THE LITTLE HILLS WITH GOLD. 
ME; WEREN'T THEY?” —London Mail 


Guessing at That Word—What the 


Governor of North Carolina now says 
when he meets the Governor of South 
Carolina is still in doubt. You will recol- 
lect that the Detroit Free Press pro- 
claimed it to be a word of four letters, 
beginning with H. Many guesses have 
been made at what such a word could be. 
Hist!’ and “Heat!” and “Help!” were 
submitted, but generally considered un- 
satisfactory. J. W.S. says he can guess 
what it isn’t—‘‘Hoch!” Eheu suggests 
H’ray!”’ while T. G. thinks “Heck” 
might be the word. We are still sear h- 
ng.—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Praising Him to His Face 








— eases Seat See Shen 
Lawyer—WeELL, WE WON OUR CASE, Mr. 
SKINFLINT! 

Client—Reatty? Wet, you’RE THE 
timit!—Fliegende Blactter (Munich). 
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Long Service too Much for Her- 
Mary was frankly bored. She twisted 
this way and that until even the minister 
was conscious of the wriggling blue bow. 
She climbed up on the seat and made 
faces—horrible goblin faces—at_ the 
sedate little person in the next pew; but 
the sedate little person, remembering the 
occasion, made no answering grimace. 

Mary’s innings were yet to come. In 
the midst of the long, solemn prayer her 
shrill little voice was raised in protest. 

“Aw, come on, let’s go home. This 
ain’t no fun.” 

And Mary went.— Vew York Evening 
Post. 


Not the Insect—‘‘I have many times 
heard people refer to a whale as a fish,” 
remarked a librarian in a Western town, 
“but it remained for a certain young- 
ster, a patron of our institution, to intro- 
duce a totally new classification of the 
creature. 

“* Please,’ said the lad, ‘let me have 
a book on whales.’ 

‘Very shortly the youthful student 
was provided with a book on natural 
history and his attention invited to a 
chapter on whales. 

“The boy gave one look at the vol- 
ume, and then said: 

“Oh, I don’t mean a book on the in- 
sect! I mean the country!’’— Philadel- 
phia Ledger. 


He Drew Conclusions— Jack went to 
school for the first time last September. 
The little neighbor boy, who was in the 
second grade, took him. And mother 
anxiously waited for his return. “ Did you 
like it, dear?” she asked the minute he 
came into the living-room. 

“No,” he returned shortly. 

“Why, didn’t you have a nice teach- 
er?”’ came question No. 2. 

“She didn’t know nothin’,”’ came the 
disgusted response. “She asked more 
questions than Baby Ruth does.’”— 
Detroit Free Press. 


The Lucky Fifth—‘ Nice children 
you have. Which is this?” 

“The fifth.” 

“He seems to be the healthiest-looking 
of the lot.” 

“Yes, by the time he came along, his 
mother had run out of theories.”— 
Boston Transcript. 
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Knocking Sweeny — Frothingham 
Dodge, the Boston municipal reformer, 
in the course of an address to Harvard 
students, said: 

“Man wasn’t to loaf. The 
minute he begins to loaf he takes to drink 
or hypochondria—I don’t know which 
Is worse. 

‘There’s a 
named Sweeny 
talking about his health. 
ailing, and usually when you go to see 
him you find him in bed with a headache 
or rheumatism or dyspepsia or what 
not. 

“Sweeny was tottering feebly 
the street one day when he fell in with a 
burly friend named George. 

‘*George,’ he said, ‘I’d give anything 
to be as strong and healthy as you are. 
What*do you live on?’ 

‘I live on fruit,’ said George. 

‘Fruit, eh?’ said Sweeny eagerly. 
‘That sounds good. I'll have to try it. 
What kind of fruit, George?’ 

‘The fruit of labor,’ George answered 
significantly.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


made 


loafing hypochondriac 
who spends all his time 
He’s always 


down 


Trying to Shake Auntie—‘So 
you've hired an apartment on the top 
floor of the Skye Building?’ 

“Yes; we move next week.”’ 

“What’s your idea of going so high 
up—trying to escape the mosquitoes?” 

“Tt isn’t that. My wife has an aunt 
who won’t ride in elevators. She has 
trailed us up twelve flights of stairs, but I 


think she’ll balk at twenty-five.—Boston 
Transcript 
A Belgian Way—Mr. Newgilt—Hog- 


itall says he met you on the street and 
you refused to recognize him. He’s com- 
mon folks and all that, I know, but he’s 
a diamond in the rough. 

His Daughter—1 know he’s a diamond 
in the rough. That’s why I cut him. 
Houston Post. 


The Wandering Boy—‘Did your 
boy Josh do like the heroes of the old sto- 
ries by coming back home on Christmas 
eve and paying the mortgage on the old 
place?” 

“No,” answered Farmer Corntossel. 
“You couldn’t look for any old business 
like that from Josh. He came back with 
a brand-new automobile and showed me 
how I could borrow enough money to pay 
for it.”,-—W ashington Star. 


Funny Thing—Words! 















al 
iil 























Superintendent—\ 
IS FOR RENT 2,800 


Prospective Tenant 


LOWER?” 
“YES, THE 


Le Rire (Par 


THIRI 


No Place for 
asylum with 
right? 

Altendant 

Lunatic 
doing here? 


Then 


FRANC 
Have 


» FLOOR 


It—Lunatic 


what 


attendant) 


yo NOTHING 


AT 3,500.” 


Is that 


on 


Yes, quite right. 


earth 


London T it-Bits. 


clo k 


1S 


(entering 


it 


Hard to Guess—‘ Talking about 
poker faces.” 
“Ter 


belongs to the girl 
Louisville Couries 


“One of the best 
with a baby stare.”’ 
Journal. 

Her New Industry—* Jack will never 
become a success as a lit rary man,”’ 

*How’s that?” 

“I’ve submitted his love letters to 
every publisher in town, and they’ve all 
refused them.’’—London Mail. 


Couldn't Be Pleased—‘ Kind of 
hard to please women,” Blinks sighed. 
“What now?” Jinks asked sympa 


theti: ally. 

“My wife harped so on how 
more attention men paid to women be 
fore marriage that I had a big bunch of 
roses sent out to the house and took her 
a box of fine candy.”’ 

“And wasn’t she pleased?”’ 

“Oh, I dunno. She’s been talking ever 
since about how much more sensible it 
would have been if I’d sent out a ham 
and brought home a new door-mat.”’ 
Los Angeles Times. 


much 


Sweet Consolation 
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Sympathetic Vistior (to disciple of much criticized Cubist school 


CRITICS ARE HORRID! You R THINGS ARI N’T NEARLY AS BAD AS THEY RE PAINTED.- Passing 


Show (London.) 
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Dr y Herman Patmen 


SSI ike speare as ce idas Ro lo s\ ld 


Oat’? makes him out to be 


Into the mouth of Mr. Stein. per- 


sonified by Mr. Dore Davidson and 1 
to look and talk verv much like the best 
Known survivor ol the old The itr il 


3 | 


Syndicate, Clare Kummer, who wrot« 


the play, puts speeches apparently \ 
ng the ignorance and contempt of the 
rn commercial theatre regarding 
The Bard and his works The lady 
Kummer, who makes plays of an entirely 
different type trom Shakespeare's and 


enjoys in the theatre a financial favor 


modert 


unknown to his works today, may share 
the views which she voices through the 
Jewish manager 

Of course Shakespeare would be com- 
pletely dead if his survival depended on 
the Kummer public Phere is a public 
which insists on keeping a little breath in 
him. Its members would be more likely 
to resent than enjoy the disrespect shown 
to the classic “Hamlet” in “ Rollo’s Wild 
Oat” but even they could not fail to smile 
it some of the irresponsible fun the mod- 
ern author pokes at their cult. It is very 
airy, fairy fun of the consistency of sylla 
bub. It is doubtful that it could survive 
in an atmosphere larger than that of the 
diminutive Punch and Judy Theatre, but 
there brought into the closest intimacy 
with those it is meant to reach, it tickles 
and pleases and evokes very genteel peals 
of laughter. Its quality wouldn’t stand 
the three-hundred-year test suggested 
by Mr. Stein when he asks how Shakes- 
peare could know what would be funny 
today Which isn’t a defect. as Clare 
Kummer isn’t writing for the glory or the 
rovalties of three hundred years from 


now 


N'! YIBODY cares to read about failures. 


Still, there are said to be lessons in 


failures. Lf that is true, there must have 
been a whole education in “‘ John Haw 
thorne.”’ It was produced by that am 


bitious organization, The Theatre Guild 
vhich produces only plays that bear in 
advance the highbrow seal, orplays that it 
discovers under « abbage leaves or in other 
secretive places. From some such inac- 


» JUDGE at ¢@} 


cessibilits * John Hawthorne’ must have 
been unearthed. From the many un- 
plaved plays, so many the census has not 
been able to enumerate them, it should 

ve been ¢ isy to find some thing at least 

fferent from “John.” It would have 
been difficult to find anything worse. 
Lilicit love, murder, remorse and suicide 
vere its themes Never before has it 
been shown on the stage that these sub 
jects could be made absolutely undra- 
matic. As here unfolded they were far less 
realistic than the kerosene lamp which 
held the center of the stage on the kitchen 
table Plays in the neo-highbrow s« hool 
ire strong on realism of this latter, hum- 
bler sort, and the producers of ** John 
Hawthorne’ voice the belief that with it 
present no other realism is needed. The 
acting throughout was up to the level of 
the play, so it would be useless to special- 
ize in praise or blame for the cast. 

The first audience was a remarkable 
one. Its extreme courtesy or stupidity 
permitted the performance to proceed to 
its finish with no disturbance, save an oc- 
casional laugh coming from pent-up 
boredom. It is alarming to think what a 
French or even an English audience 
would have done in the same case. 


l was only natural that commercialism 

having gained complete control of the 
material side of the theatre there should 
have come a revolt from the artistic side. 
It took form in the well-remembered 
strike of the actors and their organiza- 
tion along labor-union lines 

Chat didn’t settle the matter by any 
means. The revolt secured for the pro- 
fession relief from some intolerable abuses 
from which they had long suffered and 
showed them their power when banded 
together. Some dissensions have crept 
into the organization as was to be ex- 
pected from the temperamental qualities 
of its members. The weaker ones have 
been subjected to propaganda skilfully 
applied, but on the whole the member- 
ship has shown a loyalty to their cause 
hardly to have been expected from the 
nature of their calling and the conflict of 


individual interests 
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TH Y have learned that commer- 

cialism never sleeps, and present 
difficulties between managers and artists 
arise from that, and a tendency on the 
part of some members of the profession 
to push their new-found power too lar 
Those who have been autocrats find it 
difficult not to make their own wills the 
court of last resort. Among those who 
were the oppress¢ d some find satisfaction 
in over-assertion of their new freedom, 
and a few still seek to curry favor with 
their former oppressors at the expense of 
their fellows. 

In both camps there are wise and cool 
councillors, who, if they can hold their as- 
sociates from foolish and self seeking in- 
dividual acts, will smooth out the present 
difficulties to the permanent advantage of 
every one concerned. If prolonged hard 
times should strike the theatre, the test 
will be a severe one on the new conditions; 
but even so the belief is strong that the 
managers will not take too much advan- 
tage and that the actors will hold to- 
gether in spite of the temptation to escape 
by disloyalty from hardships with which 
they are acquainted through experiences 
for which they had no redress under the 
old order of things. : 


HE public is interested because, on 

the under-dog theory, its sym- 
pathies are with the actors, as was shown 
in the strike. It wants its actors happy. 
It has its traditions of actors giving great 
performances when their hearts were 
breaking, but it also knows that there is a 
great difference between an artist witha 
grief and an actor with a grouch. And 
above all the t. b. m. doesn’t want to have 
the chorus-girls persecuted. He doesn’t 
insist that they shall be provided with 
silk stockings, but ‘he believes it only 
fair that they should be paid when they 
rehearse, having some vague idea that 
otherwise they would lack for limousines, 
permanent waves, pearls, Pekinese, and 
the other necessities of life. He agrees 
with the rest of us and with the deceased 
General and President who said ‘‘ Let us 
have Peace.”” War in the theatre is 
picturesque but unpleasant. WVetcalfe. 








THREE BITES AT THE THEATRIC CHERRY | 
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Mrs. Fiske is pleasing her fine metropolitan following in ‘‘ Wake 
Up, Jonathan!” at the Henry Miller Theatre. In this scene she is 
called to decide in favor of money, represented by her husband, +] 
? played by Charles Dalton, on the left, or of poetic sentiment, bf 
represented by Howard Lang, an old-time lover. And money wins. : 
it 
+ if 
3. 
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No wonder ‘“‘The Passing Show , 
of 1920” is popular, with such Here are Grace La Rue and Hale Hamilton, mainsprings 
charmer as Helen Mellette to of the joy in ‘Dear Me,” a clean and cheering comedy 
compel admiration. at the Republic. 
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Unkiddable Kid 


By Myron M. Stearns (‘*LENSO’ 


c ON’T kid the Kid, for it can’t be done 
Whatever kidding that particular picture needs 
has already been given to it by one Chas. Chaplin 
of Hollywood, Cal., who—to quote a subtitle—is 
“practically”’ its father 

That’s encouraging. The mere fact that the man who made 
custard pies famous has turned out another “funny” film is 
good enough; the additional fact tha®@it is better than any 
thing Little Big-foot has done before. and deserves high 
honorable mention from many angles as an artistic produc 
tion, 1s something to brag about. 

Ihe other day I enjoyed the melancholy privilege of sitting 
through two reels of supposedly jaw-dislocating comedy. 
“My comedies,”’ the producer was reported to have said, 
‘are not to be laughed at.”’ Perfectly right. No one laughed 
at ‘em. The trouble was that the producer did intend them to 
be laughed at, patently so—unskilfully so Result: knowing 
it was supposed to laugh, the audience wondered whether each 
piece of ‘‘comedy”’ was really worth laughing at, and de- 
cided, quite rightly, that it wasn’t. If it hadn't suspected 
that it was supposed to laugh, here and there, that same audi 
ence might have at least snickered. 

But with Hollywood Charles, the matter is entirely on the 
other big foot. An atmosphere of acute gloom pervades the 
Chaplin studio during long periods of pro 


foolish—has graduated into the A class, occupied by himself 
alone, at the top of the film-humor product. For a long 
time—as time is reckoned in motion pictures, where a whole 
night will pass in a single subtitle——Sennett ranked alone 
among producers of slap-stick screen humor, or so-called film 
‘““comedies."" But he merely ‘‘gave ’em what they wanted.” 
And now his comedians are only throwing custard pies at his 
competitofs, who are throwing back as good as they get, while 
his bathing beauties have to use the same beach that is in 
fested by scads of equally exposed beauties, from the, Christie 
Comedies, and the Century ‘Comedies, and the Sunshine 
Comedies, and the Heaven-Helpus Comedies too, as like as 
not. Sennett, once The Only, is now no more than One-of-the 
Many— while Charlie Chaplin, not so long ago merely One-of- 
the-Many, is now The Only , 

And how does it happen?—To be sure, Mabel, it’s a pity to 
seem to preach in a funny paper, but the fact remains, Charles 
is teaching the whole movie world a whale of a perfectly 
salutary lesson Where Sennett only gave ’em what they 
wanted—and seems to be dying of it today—Charles has in- 
sisted on doing more, on giving ’em better than he did before. 
If he can’t do that, he'll at least break his neck (and his back 
and his bank and perhaps his heart as well) trying 

Why? Because he’s made that way. Dollars alone aren’t 

quite enough. There’s something besides 





duction. The filming of a side-splitter is 
entered upon, as it were, with a decent 
interval of prayer and fasting. The THE KID 
studio star, the great Chas himself—un 
like the lesser fry who're so sure they're 


“Heart -interest ” nonsense 

“FORBIDDEN FRUIT” 
Melodrama of the little married 
milliner in society. 


of the drive, the unstoppable inner urge, 


Pictures Worth Seeing: that makes real artists, and sometimes 


pathetic monkeys, out of men Words 
worth might have called it duty; most 
bobbed-haired females call it art; it’s a 








funny they nearly laugh ‘emselves to death 

is always wondering whether or not this 
or that particular bit of “‘business”’ will 
really be funny, and taking precautions 
accordingly. 

This somewhat painful, but reverent, 
attitude of mind, on the part of a comedian 
is productive of two things—good humor, 
and good art. You have to hand it to 
Charles for bringing the custard pie into the 
parlor, as you might say, and beauty into 
burlesque 

It's worth noting, respectfully, that 
while the Hon. Mack Sennett, commonly 
recognized as the inventor of the film 
female form, has continued to Sennett all 
these years, his humble henchman with the 
foolish feet—t>he head by no means so 








THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS 
Tragic melodrama, artistically 
excellent 

WAY DOWN EAST 
The biggest melodrama of all 

BLACK BEAUTY 
Melodrama with Bleck Beauty 
on the side. 

DEAD MEN TELL NO TALES 
Another melodrama, with spec- 
tacular spots 

OUTSIDE THE LAW 
Still more melodrama —crooks 
and Chinatown. 

THE LOVE LIGHT 
Our Mary also in melodrama 

MAN, WOMAN, AND MARRIAGE 
Nine very expensive reels 

PASSION* 

French history twisted into a 
spectacle-drama 

THE DEVIL 
A silk-hat busybody, magnified 
as Satan. 

PAYING THE PIPER 
All “ production.” 
*Exceptionally good 
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habit among large classes of business men 
today to call it All-mere-foolishness. But 
it made Charlie Chaplin—and Chaplin 
made ‘‘The Kid.” 

For the first time, in this picture, Chaplin 
adds a thread of real story to his nonsense 
The love of a man for a little child is more 
than mere burlesque—it contains a touch 
of genuine tenderness, an appeal to deeper 
sentiments than the risibilities alone. The 
return of the child, eventually, to its 
mother, gives story interest. The blending 
of this story-work, seriously done, with 
nonsensical impossibilities, requires art 
Naturally, you’d think, the result would be 
funny? Not on your life! It’s unnaturally 
funny—artistically so. 

Hurray fer the Kid! 





THE 


ERE is the key-design for the new 
W iggle Wobble—the third in 
JupGe’s series that has jazzed the 
public into the pastime of “shimmying 








NEW WIGGLE-WOBBLE 


JuDGE announced that it was publishing 
the final drawings in competition on the 
second Wiggle-Wobble design, but there 
still has been such a flood of responses to 


sitting down.” Thousands of JuDGE the second design that in fairness JupG 

readers have exercised their ingenuity ms here presents another series of that de 

j in drawing pictures based on the two ae ae oe hearectieghone. sen sign, with prizes. The new design 
designs already put out, and it is said on ANMEAL BY COmTIUENS SER ene presented herewith is the one upon 

that ‘‘Wiggle-Wobble” parties are the LINE ABOVE? TRY IT AND WIN $25— which originality and ingenuity must 

OR THE $10 PRIZE—OR ONE OF TH! now be exercised. Trace this outline 


thing in various parts of the country. 
: . . 5 as . kK $5. PRIZES 
Coteries meet, and instead of discussing —T on 


the drama, music, or politics, they draw 


upon a sheet of writing paper and then 
add to it anything the wriggling line 


‘*Wiggle-Wobbles’’ in competition \rtists have sent in suggests. Five minutes of Wiggle-Wobbling may bring you 


amateurs among JuDGE readers, for obviously regular artists 
would have an unfair advantage, and they might take all the 
prizes offered if permitted to compete in this contest. Last week 


Wiggle-Wobbles to JupGr, but this exercise is reserved for a prize of $25, or one of the minor money prizes. Send your 


Wiggle-Wobbles addressed to the 
Wiggle-Wobble Editor of ji DGE, 
5 Fifth Avenue, New York City 





Third Prize—$5 





Second Prize—$10 





704 bth Ave., Milwa 


Fourth Prize 


First Prize—$25 





Honorable Mention 





Pac. L. McPnarury, 
2 Field Ave., Detroit, Mich 


Honorable Mention 





Leo CoLurns, > South St., New York 


Harry Lanepon, 


woes, ee, Fifth Prize—$5 Hon. Mention 
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a Sreenen J. Grviv., 
G. A T'eMPLe, 1428 North 4th St., 
Chadron, Nebraska. Minneapolis, Minn 


Honorable Mention 








Tony Jovick, 


+ 








Harctanp H. Fenn, 
8106 Whitethorne Ave 


Cleveland, Ohio. (Continued on page 28) 
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1804 So. Mont St., Butte, Mont. 





G. A. Mackay, 
2929 Bambrey St., Philadelphia, Pa. 
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Irrepressible, Joyous, 





Jeanne—On, I'm so nappy! GEoRGE AND 
I HAVE MADE UP! 

Gene—AND WHAT DAY HAVE YOU FIXED FOR 
THE MARRIAGE? 

Jeanne—On, WE HAVEN'T QUARRELED OVER 
rHat vet.—California Pelicar 


That Relativity Theory 

It happened after the club meeting. Two 
members met in the corridor. 

“I was just thinking about poor Uriah 
Humpson,”’ said one 

“What about him?” 

“Well, you know what a lovely home his 
wife bought with his insurance money?” 

“Ves, of course.’ 

“You know the man who married his widow 
married again as soon as Mrs. Humpson passed 
away 

“What again - 

“Yes. That’s three times for him.” 

“No wonder you say ‘poor Uriah’ 

“Yes, indeed. Just think how he must feel 
up there above, looking down on a man he never 
saw living in his house as his wife’s second hus 
band, with his third wife.’’— Pennsylvania 
Punch Bowl 


Every Little Movement 

Would you care to join us in the 
new missionary movement? 

Miss Ala Mode—I'm crazy to try it. Is it 
anything like the fox trot?—Stanford Chaparral. 


Minist r 


Tact 
WENT to a party with Janet, 
And met with an awful mishap, 
For I awkwardly emptied a cufpul 
Of chocolate into her lap 
But Janet was cool—-though it wasn’t 
For none is so tactful as she 
And, smiling with perfect composure, 
Said sweetly, ‘The drinks are on me!” 
Columbia Jester. 


Just Another Good Man 

Broke the crystal on my watch last night. 

Where were you? 

Over to Grace’s house 

Thought so. 

Why? 

Broke mine on the same stone bench.— 
Washington and Lee Mink 


Friends 
“T hear you had a pretty successful banquet 
out at your house last night?” 
“Yeah, a couple of our alumni are revenue 


officers.— Penn State Froth. 


Says Which 

WV ack—What’s funnier than a one-armed man 
trying to wind his wrist watch? 

A glass eve at a key hole. 


Knutt 
Burr 


Lehigh 





MILADY HAS A HAUGHTY AIR, 
SHE KEEPS HER SUITORS ON THE RACK, 
But STRANGE ENOUGH, MOST PLEASED IS HE 
ON WHOM SHE TURNS HER BACK! 


lowa Frivol. 
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Mb Sew yee 
“WHY DO GIRLS OF EIGHTEEN MARRY MEN 
oF sixty?” 
“THE MODERN GIRL IS DEVELOPING A CON- 
SCIENCE. SHE PREFERS AN INHERITANCE TO 
ALIMONY.” —Dartmouth Jack-o’-Lantern. 





Give Her the Button 
She isn’t attractive, 
And hasn’t much grace. 
She dresses quite plain; 
And as to her face, 
It isn’t so pretty; 
She doesn’t dance well, 
Her line is a weak one, 
She isn’t a belle; 
But listen, dear sisters, 
This much I know 
She’s a wonderful girl 
Her dad has got dough. 
—Washington Dirge. 


Why 

She (critically)—I never could see much in 
those crépe de Chine dresses. 

She (also a critic)—Ah, my dear, but you 
never looked at them in the right light.—Col- 
gate Banter. 


Defined 
A cynic is a man who has had the misfor- 
tune to meet only those girls who kiss with 
their eyes open.—Jowa Frivol. 
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humorous magazine. 


br ary 19, 1921 
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Tramp—I’M A MEMBER IN GOOD STANDING 

THE WEAR-YOUR-OLD-CLOTHES MOVEMENT 
‘D NOW, IF YOU’LL SAY THE WORD, LADY, 
[LL CARRY MY OWN LUNCH. 


The Gentle Reader 


By Katruerine NEGLEY 


E needed a shine and a shave, andjhis 
clothes were dirty and old, but he was hav- 
ing aglorious time. He sat at the table 

1 public library reading the current issue of 
He smiled at everything 
it, chuckled at the clever turnings, and 
ighed aloud at two or three of the very best 
igs he found. 

He attracted the attention of a lady to his 


rht, she noticed how soiled he was and moved 


- 


to another table, fearing germs; and an aristo- 


tic gentleman to his left, disturbed by his 
se, also moved to another table. 
\ lady just opposite glared balefully at him 


from time to time, for she had come to the 
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rary to read that very magazine; and a boy 
ide her tried vainly to get the name of the 
er, for the one he had chosen was decidedly 


\ man at the foot of the table was so im- 
rsed in a trade paper, he saw and heard 
hing; while a contributor of the magazine 
ing at the head of the table, waited breath- 
ly to see if he chuckled when he came to her 


iering, and when he did, she felt doubly repaid 


nce by him and once by the editor. 
he middle-aged librarian, whose duty it 
to keep order in the room, became suddenly 


isy at a remote part of the room, wishing she 


ld find the joy in anything of earth that this 
n found in the little magazine. 

When he finished reading, the uncouth one 
it happily out to his truck that he had left 
nding in a side street. 





What Is Nerve Force? 


By PAUL von BOECKMANN 
Nerve Specialist and Psycho-Analyst 


XACTLY what Nerve Force is, we do not 
E know. If we did know, we would know 
the Secret of Life. We know this: it is 
the Nervous through 


generated by System 


| which it travels at a speed greater than 100 feet 


per second. It is the Master Force of the Body, 
the force that controls every heart beat, every 
breath, the digestion of every mouthful of food 
we eat, the action of every muscle, and the life of 
every cell. It is the force that gives us courage, 
ambition, personality, character, mental power 
and energy—the Force that Drives us On, On 
and On. 

Every mental impulse and , 
every bodily act uses up a cer- 


t 


> ~——Eyes— Nose 


my belief that the greatest single factor in the main- 
tenance of health is that the nerves be in order.” 

Hundreds of books have been written by Nerve 
Specialists intended as a guide in caring for the 
nerves and restoring nerve force. Unfortunately, 
these books do not meet the need of the general 
public as they are written in technical and complex 
language. I have written a 64-page book entitled 
“Nerve Force,” which in the simplest language 
explains hundreds of vital points regarding the 
nerves and their care; information every person 
should know. Students of the subject, including 
physicians, pronounce the book 
the most practical work on the 
subject which has ever been 


tain amount of Nerve Force. = —FEars written. Large corporations 
If we expend more Nerve ‘is —Throat have bought my book by the 
Force than the system can > thousands for their employees. 
develop, we. necessarily be- 8g Physicians recommend it to 
come Nerve Bankrupts, and ——Bronchials their nervous patients. Ex- 


we then have a condition 
known as Neurasthenia, Ner- \ 
vous Debility, Nervous Pro- ‘ 
stration or Nerve Exhaustion. wy 
Since the greatest drain of 
Nerve Force is by way of the 
brain, it can easily be under- 
stood ‘why mental strain, worry, 
grief, and of course abuse of 
the reproductive functions, 
wreck the nerves so readily. 
Nine people out of ten have 
weak nerves and are not 
aware of it. They think be- 
cause their hands do not 
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tracts from the books have 
again and again been re- 
printed in magazines and 
newspapers, which is_ the 
strongest proof of real merit. 
The cost of the book is 25 
cents. Bound in substantial 
leatherette cover 50 cents. 
Remit in coin or stamps. Ad- 
dress Paul von Boeckmann, 
Studio 141, 110 West 4oth 
) —Liver Street, New York City. I 
have advertised my various 
books in this and other high- 
class magazines for more than 


— Stomach 


— Kidneys 


tremble, muscles twitch, or S twenty years, which is ample 
knees shake, that their nerves Caen guarantee of my responsibil- 
are perfect. Bear in mind ity and integrity. If the book 
that our nervous system * SS. —— Bladder does not meet your fullest ex- 
consists of two great bran- SNS — Pelvic Organs ee et eae ego a 
ches, the External and the Diagram showing » the Solar Plexus, onern apn, Rpeey Se 
Internal. Organic derange- known as the “abdominal brain,” is the lo-Day, subject to my guar- 


ments and ailments are due 
to weakness of the Internal 
Nervous System, and not the 
External System, which 
mainly governs the external 
muscles. Note the accom- 


great center of the Sympathetic;(Internal 
Nervous System. Mental strains, spe 
ially grief, fear, worry and anxiety, paralyze 
the Solar Plexus, which in turn causes poor 
blood circulation, shallow breathing, in- 
digestion, constipation, etc. This in turn 
clogs the blood with poisons that weaken 


antee. 

If your nerves have given you 
trouble, especially if your doctor 
has fold you that your condition 
is due to your nerves, submit 
your case to me, and I shall tell 
you definitely the exact nature 


panying diagram. 

The symptoms of Nerve 
Exhaustion vary according to 
individual characteristics, but 
the development is usually as 
follows: First Stage: Lack 
of energy and endurance; that “tired feeling.” 

Second Stage: Nervousness; restlessness; sleep- 
lessness; irritability; decline in sex force; loss of 
hair; nervous indigestign; sour stomach; gas in 
bowels; constipation; irregular heart; poor mem- 
ory; lack of mental endurance; dizziness; headache; 
backache; neuritis, rheumatism; and other pains. 

Third Stage: Serious mental disturbances; fear; 
undue worry; melancholia; dangerous organic dis- 
turbances; suicidal tendencies; and in extreme 
cases, insanity. 

If only a few of the symptoms mentioned apply 
to you, especially those indicating mental turmoil, 
you may be sure your nerves are at fault—that you 
have exhausted your Nerve Force. 

I agree with the noted British authority on the 
nerves, Alfred T. Schofield, M. D., the author of 
numerous works on the subject, who says: “It is 


27 


and irritate the 


nesses and 
physical efficiency. 


nerves. 
strain starts a circle of evils that cause 
endless misery, aches, pains, illness, weak- 
generally lower mental and 


Thus Mental 


of your weakness, and whether 
I can help you, as I have helped 
over 90,000 men and women 
during the last thirty years. 

I am a Nerve Specialist 
and Psycho-analyst, besides 
being generally experienced in all sciences pertaining 
to the Body and Mind. I have treated more cases of 
“Nerves” than any other man in the world. My in 
struction is given by Mail only. No drugs or drastic 
treatments are employed. My method is remarkably 
simple, thoroughly scientific and invariably effective. 

Positively no fee is charged for a “Preliminary Diag- 
nosis”? of your case, and you will be under no obliga- 
tion to take my course of instruction, if you do not care 
to. Do not explain your case in your first letter, as I 
shall send you special instructions on how to report your 
case and how to make certain “nerve tests’’ used gen- 
erally by Nerve Specialists; and I shall send you, FREE, 
other important data on the subject which will give you 
an understanding of your nerves you never had before. 

I shall send you authentic records of numerous cases 
of Nerve Exhaustion I have corrected, which have 
never been equalled in the history of medical practice. 
I have corrected thousands of cases of extreme Nerve 
Exhaustion.— (Advertisement) 
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For years now you have heard 
hese advertisements and 
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If This Happened 
on Your 
Wedding Night | 


She had gone to change into her trav- 
eling dress. A few moments later 
he found her in her room—the woman 
he had just made his wife—and his 
best friend. What would you 
have done? What did he do? | 
Find out from the story by 
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274 Short Stories 
One Long Novel 

















of O. Henry—you have read So great is the popularity of O. Henr so enormous is the 
oug! that some dav you would demand for his book that we should like for all time to 
own aset for your elf. But you have continue tl offer But we can’t. It costs more than twice 
put < he ending from month to month. as much now to make the sets as it did Pay er | rices are 
The time for that is gone. Nox da four times what they were; labor costs two-and-a-half times 
must order your set of O. Henry as much; binding three times. So we must withdraw thi 
get the low price and the Oppenheim offer. Butas long as the stock now on hand lasts, you can 
ra get © Henn at the low price. and— 
E. PHILLIPS 7 GIVEN | ©. tenay catenpar 
ar taledinarinapheareonay Volumes — Y oh 
A Just the Calendar for your 
living room. Every week a 
a othe 7m fH , a nae hiietnes , t} fresh saying from the re- 
ler writer ever knew s much of the sec et history of Kuro Ne ler souresiul pon of O. Honey. 
riter ever understood so well the hidden forces the secret intrigue ~the peti Get it and enjoy the con- 
: ; : ; ; - stant flow of his keen wit 
Iccide tne idden deaths that nave KC] 1 | urope in turmou or “e pa t genera- and humor. We have left 
tion. He was ‘tooked upon as the most dangerous man in England. He was marked So 
by Germany for private execution, because he knew too much of her plots and some Art Calendars. 
: . -.. a : ‘ They'll be no good to us 
gues, he ] pected too many ol her lesigns. next year, so, while they 
| - } : pn] +1 — ] . } —_— . 1] } , a hi last, we will GIVE one, 
! ng . hneming—piotting mystery lOvE adventure all these are in 11S WITHOUT CHARGE, with 
tories—and all his marvelous genius is in the telling of them. He every set of O. Henry. 
makes them so real that you forget everything about you in the joy 
of them. + lets vou into secrets that take you! breath aw ay. He how you the real inner 
vorking E uropean diy _ acy. He h old you enthralled with the romance, the mystery 
of hi ag r to the \ T\ ast W 




















| the last edition of E. Phillips Oppenhei: ve r 
can get at this special price which permits of our givin gREVIEW OF REVIEWS CO. 
1 hem awav W it h ) He nr\ \W he I t| ( e-¢ I 4 30 Irving Place, New York City 
7one (and ther are < nl a Tew ets now lef ) Ol W ] | Sx } 
be able to get E. Philliy | Oppenheim’ wonderful Cs i. \ I ps Opt 
only at their re lar price of $1 75 oO! $2.00 a volume. FE , O : : ¢ 
. = i a - + ote gts toi 
Now, while you can, get the O. Henry at the low S clendes elthaah cham. Cthareden 1 Cll, Githin 8° 
price with E. Phillips Oppenheim GRATIS. g return both sets at your expens 
Never again can we give you such a chance. ft. atl 
Don’t miss it! Cut the coupon. Send it TODAY! EA, SAA fas, | ited) 
a EPP PT rT Te ee Te Te re ee 
OCCUPATION 
tHE REVIEW ofr REVIEWS co. t ' 
Publishers of the American Review of Reviews 4 The mor o” uous thr warter F 
30 Irving Place, New York, N. Y. fovorite. For a set of this more luxur 
} — term y ¢ D r 
a _ = — —_ — — —— i» nif 
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Cuticura Soap 


SHAVES —— 


Without Mug 


Caticura Soap is the favorite forsafety razor shaving. 























y, WRITE THE WORDS FOR J A SONG 


BROADWAY STUDIOS 
Broadway at 43d Street, 


PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


243 Fitzgerald Building, 
ROMEIKE’ 

hicl ) ur friends. or any sub- 
importance in the United States and 


106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 


What’s What in the Theatres 


While Jupae printing, plays have a way of stopping 
s la . ¢ «ation and 
at ] ‘ 
DRAMA AND MELODRAMA 


\ OLLO ‘Macbet . Vit Mr l nel Parry- 
re and Julia Arthur é w later 
\sTor Cornered,” with Miss Madge Kennedy. 


Down-town crime and up-towr iety stirred to- 
gethe lodrama 

BeLasc “Deburau,” with Mr. Lionel Atwill 
P arti ‘ I d excel 

eresting and ‘ 

Bryot rhe Skin G S ibing in 
Er f 

C OHA AND Ha We r Ss nver 
H J e Jew er the 
? ’ 

I | u STRE!I I Broken Wing.” 
\ \lex c agreeaDi 


An ) Showing tI ‘ ! emotional 

lome t erestit 
CsARI K H] r I r by M Be rnard 
Sew Week « ent: from the cele- 
Morosco I B Hu s and most 
Maxine Exp “Spar Love.” Novel 
PLAYHOUS! l N Is W The 

: , 

ramatic t ; p ngle ar 





The New Mo 
PRINCESS “The Emper lor 7 Mr | (, 
O'Neil some f the hur rand more f the traged 


f never mental 
SELWYN “The Prince and the Pauper.” Mark 
Twa Eli ubethan romar intl taved 
 ntlog, accede “Samson and Delilal 
Interesting acting, with Mr. Ben-Ami showing what 
a woman can dot poet 


Times Square—“The Mirage,” with Florence 





OPT A, MUSICAI COMEDY AND GIRL-AND-MUSIC 


H ‘ 

AmBAssapor—“The Rose Girl.” Review later. 

Castno—“ Honey Dew.”” Well presented comi 
pera with plent f melody. 

Centrat—" Afgar.” | French methods of 
Delysia and a riot of Par vw with girl 
and 

GLoBE lip-T “ M Fred Stone 
Va ak le tea re i < i 
making of the star. 

Greenwicu VILLAG! Near Santa Barbara,” 
with Mr. Willard Ma R t 

HiprpopromMe—“Good ‘1 The biggest 
ot iudeville, ballet ar 1 pecta . 

KNICKERBOCKER “Mar \ i ind agree- 
iDk | id m I I \ 

Lit ry Lady B ‘ Mit M 

med f the hetter sort 

Lyric—Nora Bays n “Her Famil l'ree.”’ 
I tar in a background of r ind fun 


Park—*‘ Erminie,” with Messrs. Francis Wilson 
De W lf H pper. Ade late revival of a de- 
tful old favorite. 

SHUBERT—“Greenwich Village Follies.”” Girls 





and music, gorgeou loring and fun. 

VanperBittT—‘Irene.” Dainty girl-and-music 
show w ingen effect 

Winren Ganves “The Passing Show of 1921.” 
A! fe-saver in the wa f girls and music for 
the . * 

COMEDY, NEAR-COMEDY AND FARCE 

Betmont—“ Mi “ag Bett.” Faithful repro- 

juction of domestic life the Middle West 





Bootu—** The teed ter dg by Mr. William 
Archer, wit! Mr George Arli 5 Verv well acted 


and absorbing melodrama of Anglo-Indian adven- 








JUDG 


LEARN PIANO! 


This Interesting Free Book 


shows how you can become a skilled 
of piano or organ in your own h 





one-quarter usual cost. ae. ¢ 
famous Written Method is endor 
leading musicians and heads of State Conservatories Succe 


years. Play chords at once and complete piece in every key. w 
4 lessons. Scientific yet easy to understand. Fully illustrated 
beginners or teachers, old or youn All music free. Diploma gr 
Write today for 64-page free book How to Learn Piano or Or 


ML. omee Conservatory, Studio 0.22, 598 Columbia Road, Boston, 25, » 


Learn | to Dance 


One Step. Li. 












You can learn 
Waltz and laiest { 
in your own home by the a “ful Peak _ *— 
Mail Instruction 

New Diagram Method. Easily learned; 

needed; thousands 1ught success Miss waanees 
lutely guaranteed, 

Write for mpoctas Forme S< a today for FRI 
information and s sing 

WILLIAM. CHANDLER | PEAK. 8. 

Room 611 378 1 " 





CENTURY “In the Night Wat * Review 
Conan—“‘The Tavern.” Subtle but divert 
burlesque of melodramatic method 


Comepy—“The Bad Man,” with Mr. Blin: 


ELTING! La Nig Nee AN tise 
treatment 

Emprre—“ Mary Rose,” with Ruth Chattert 

ir James Barrie t vy a riddle at believers in the 
upernatura 

Futton—*“‘ Enter Madame,” with Gilda Vare 
Gr: nd pera matrimon nit umorous aspect 


Gar “Lightnin’.””. Fun with Reno a: 


divorces 


HENRY Mier’ Wake Up, Jonathan!” b 
Me . Hu he ind Rice vitl Mir Fiske Plea 
at Cemntalier wiles of Bats Niamey 





iy with the star in her forn 
Hupson—‘“‘The Meanest Man in the World.’ 
ght comedy of busine , with Mr. George M 
han its main attraction 
Litre * The First Year.” Mr Frank Craver 
in a convincing demonstration of the perils of th 
newlywed 

Loncacre—*The Champion,” with Mr. Grant 
Mitchell. Laue i-plenty over the social status of 
a prize-fight: 

Lyceum—* The G 





Id Digge he chorus-gi 
at home humorously and dramaticall et forth 
Nora Bayves—* Three Live Ghosts.” <A lot of 
fun with cockne just after the war 
Pirymoutu—* Little Old New York.” Comedy 
of this metropolis when a city it was a bab 


Repusiic——“Dear Me,” by Messrs. Reed ar 
Hamilton, with Grace La Rue. Deligl tfully funt 
comedy of optim 





Regarding Editorial, Subscription and 
Advertising Matters 


SUBSCRIPTION OFFICES Main office— Brunswick 


Building, 225 Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK European agent 
Wm. Dawson & Sons, Ltd Cannon House Breams Bldg 
London, E. ¢ England Annua! cash subscription price, $7 


Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mexico 
l 





To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a vear f postage i 
foreign countries add $1.00 a year Single copies of present 
year and 1920, 15 cents each; 1919, 20 cents each; 1918, 30 
cents each; et« 

rsoms representing themselves as connected with JUDGE 


h vs be asked to produce credential 
ADVERTISING OFFICES Brunswick Bidg 225 Fifth 
Avenue, New York; Marquette Bidg., Chicago: Henry Bldg 


Seattle (Rates $1.50 per agate line 

CHANGE IN ADDRESS: Subscriber's old address as well 
as the new must be sent in with request for the change Also 
give the number appearing on the right band side of the address 
ym the Sg per t takes from ten days to two weeks to make 
a ch: 

I DITORI 4 OFFICE: 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 

To Contributor JupGe will be glad to consider jokes and 


stories. Contributions should always be accompanied by post 
age for their return, if unaccepted 

Copyright, 1921, by Leslie-Judge Company Entered at the 
*ost-office at New York as Second-class Mail Matter. Pub 
lished weekly by Leaslie-Judge Company, 225 Fifth Avenue, 
New York. Reuben P. Sleicher, President. George I. Sleicher, 
Secretary. A. E. Rollauer, Treasurer 

Printed by the Schweinler Press 
Address all correspondence to 


225 Fifth Avenue JUDGE New York City 
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Fundaday 


H] ERE’S a new day. \ day dedicated to sheer, 
downright fun the country over. 
nd: 
ymes out. And this is what happens in the average 
fun-loving American house on Funday in New York, 
Oshkosh, San Francisco—wherever real folks who 


l'unday is that day of the month when Film Fun 


love to laugh oe] together: 

First Mother takes up Film Fun from the library- 
table and rocks and smiles and smiles and rocks as 
she turns the pages of the magazine that takes her 
, from the gray monotony) ol house-keeping 
and sock-darning and meal-planning into a world of 
sunshine and happiness. 

Then Sister’s turn comes. Sister lingers over 
Constance Talmadge’s latest fro ks and the hats 
that Doris May wears so prettily until: 

Brother says, “How about Film Fun, Sis? Aren’t 
you most finished? | want to see how Harold 
Lloyd did that picture we went to the other night.” 

And last of all Father, yes, even dignified, hardworking 
Father with all } respo!l bilities chuckle Ss, like the ki l he 
is, deep down in that big heart of his when he glimpses Film 
Fur *s cover, takes up the magazine and goes right on through 
to the back page. . 

Why Funday is being celebrated, all over, every month. 


What’s the matter with having Funday in your housef 


Twenty Cents 


AtYour Hew s.shend- 
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HIS LIFE WAS THE FORFEIT 


O conquer the whole world and be worshipped as a god 

was his ambition. 

As a youth, his imagination framed events so stupendou 
that in twelve short years he was master of the known world 
He achieved his most romantic dreams through an impulsiv: 
energy and high physical courage that led him into unheard-of 
adventures through scenes of the greatest magnificence and 
splendor. All the world looked on with astonishment. ‘The 
despots of the earth trembled at his name. 
3ut there was one despot he could not subdue. With power 
grew his appetite for luxury and vice—a tyranny greater than 
that of blood and chains. Outraged Nature, who had dowered 
him with a glorious genius, demanded his life as the forfeit for 
his crimes and vices while still at the threshold of 
Read the amazing story of Alexander the Great, which is onl 
one of many marvelous and true stories told by the famous 
American historian Abbott in 


Famous Men and Women 
ot History 


his Career. 





Stranger Than Fiction 


YO OTHER SET of books ever written shows so co! 
that the wildest imaginings of the romancer a 


[The Romantic facts that the authors have 


of the world’s most famous characters, demonstrate 
barren is imagination, in contrast with what life itself can show in those ever-changing circumstances Volume 7! 0x54 
heights and depths, the lights and shadows in the a 
ires of circumstances, have moulded circumstances 


that make of every fully lived life a romance. The 
lives of historical characters who, instead of being creat 
to their will are full of valuable lessons, aside from affording that variety of interest which is ever the J]]ustra- 


mother of enjoyment 


Remarkable Characters All 


ALFRED THE GREAT 


JULIUS CAESAR 
Ruler tate : warrior, jurist, writer yrator, wit 
rsatile of en: no career is so wort! f care 


I 

QUEEN EL — TH 
The wor made England 5 paneess of the Seas,” 
and ir loing saved the world from a Prussian mili- 


=n $1.00 NOW  cBiF’s 


nsely Interesting Volumes Right to Your 
Door arwes prepaid. Or send $16.20 wil coun nif 3 
want ave the $1.8 ash discount 


But the price named in the « n must be advanced if t 


smmediale response t this Introduct ry offer does not pr 
@ quick Sa f the entire e& n so as to br the 
cost wi n the amount ormnally set aside for th at purpose 


MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 
MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 





BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY 
416 Brunswick Building, New York City 

Enclosed is $1.00, first payment on the 12 v chums Cloth | 
set of Famous Men and Women of History to be sh upped 
harges { wepane I agree to remit the full i troductory | 
price, $18 e rate of $ » (or more) per month 
Bu low as cues oo books t I will, within five | 
jays, ask for instructior as for their at your expense, 
my $1.00 to be refunded on their receipt. | 
PUOMEDs vc ccncesccccescosecsocccocccee secceeeocoses | 
REGITB. ccccovccccoccccces escvcecccocccecooscceoes | 
a ca laa de he ea ed | 


r all fall far short of the real facts of History. 
brought out in strong relief in this series, giving the lives 


fe on blest names in all history. whose figure 
gh the mist of ten centuries at the very be 
the world-encircling histor f the Ang 
ALE XANDER THE GREAT 
Se rd to Caesar as a colossal genius yne of the 


CL y gto 


PE TER Plt GREAT 
—_—s QUEEN nen SCOTS 


Wit L cAM THE CONQUEROR: 


f the Britis h Er the man who made a 
—_ 
erate; ast tartling illustration of e infl ce 
— ANTOINETTE 
tiful victim of the French Revolution; one of the 
harming and misunderstood figures in history 
JOSEPH INE 


GENGHIS KHAN 


3600 Pages—Large, Clear 
Type Extra Heavy Paper 
—Rich Cloth Binding 

12 Volumes—Each Jd 










vincingly that Fiction ever lags after Truth, 
how unfruitful is invention, and how cold and 
in.—Full-Page 


tions in 


Sepia. 





rid’s prodigies 


Vampire; cursed with a beauty that was the 
ndoing of her elf and all with whom she came in con- 


f the Czars; the type of man most needed ir 
R ia tod 


1a “ay 


& 10se affaires d'amour kept her sub- 
E 


und half t vurts of Europe in hot water 


rhe inspiration of Napoleon's ascent t > » fame and power; 
discarded and divorced when ‘ 


The man after whom ex-Kaiser Wilhelm and his willing 
dupes patterned their ruthless warfare and treatment 
of civilian populations in conquered countries But 
Genghis Khan was the product of a rude age, and besides 
being a man of undoubted courage had some outstanding 
virtues among his many vices. 





